Jim Gets Up a Full Dress Party and Anne Balks at
Wearing the Blue Robe Belonging to Tom Mason

— -

to hide as the big drum.

The Eagles of Napoleon.

NAP'OLEON revived the ancient symbol of the Caesars.
The Napoleonic eagle itself was eight inches in height
and nine inches across the wings. It stood on a brass block

three inches square, and weighed 3% pounds. Modern
colars are as nothing compared to the old ones, as difficult

This Day in History.
THIS is the anniversary of lhe sailing, in 1850, of the
relief expedition financed by Ilenry Grinnell to find
the Arctic explorer Sir John Franklin.
second expedition in 1852 and did all he could with the
British searchers to discover the fale of Sir John. The fact
of Franklin’s death was not proved, however, until 1859,

Grinnell sen! a

When a Girl Marries

By Ann Lisle.
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Copyright, 1919, King Features Syndicale, |

Inc,

GNORED Tom Mason's whis-

l pered “Didn’t I tell you to count

on me—when you needed a
friend?™ and spoke, parrot fashion,
the words I knew Jim wanted me
o B2y.

“We're tremendousiy grateful to
you for beleiving in Jim, and his
tip—and for standing by.” Then I
added, prayving that it might pro-
duce at least part of the effect I
wanted to get, “But, of course, what
teally counts ls the splendid proof
you're just given Jim of your loy-
&ity to him.™

“And to you,” added Tom Ma-
son, bowing low over my hand as if
bhe were going to giss it. He
ptraightened up without touching
it, bowever, and added, “Now I'll be
making a dive for the Rochambeau,
Jimmie, to get a table—let's see—
for how many”™

Jim counted them off:

“We three and my sisters, Evvy
and Sheldon, Doris, and her brother,
Fred Harper—and anyone else you
say."”

*“Oh, that'll de all right,” replied
Tom. "“There may be one or two
we've forgotten, but be can ‘tend to

them later. Ten's a nice, jolly par-
ty. Of course, we'll have it & dress
affair.™

“Or course,” echosd Jim, absent-
mindedly. “You run along and re-
serve the table, and I'll get after
the bunch on the 'phone.

“Wait a minute,” I ventured.
the party tonight?

*Well' ra-ther!” retorted Jim
quickly. *“A birthday's a birthday
=you don't celebrate a week later.”
. “It's such short notice—let's have
it informal—just afternocon dresses
for the girls.,” 1 suggested lightly.
to cover my own trepidation, since I
bad no evening dress.

*Oh, no—that wouldn't be a bang-
9P party at all' protested Tom.

Jim nodded agreement. So I had
to explain my predicament

No Evening Dress.

*Well—since you will force a
woman's secrets from her, I must
confess that I haven't an evening
dress. We were married in such a
‘hurry, and I haven't needed a for-
mal dress since. So you'll have to
modify the party to sult the host-
eas, I'm afraid.”™

“Why that's easy. You have just
the thing, if you'll only use it any
way ¥ou like,” replied Tom Mason,
with elaborate carelessness. “Just
take that old blue robe and put a
stitch here and there and drape a
bit of tulle over it and you'll have
the sort of thing all the girls are
wearing.”

Bure—rig yourself up, agreea
Jim with his mind not on me at
all. *“Order the table for seven-
thirty, Tom—that’]] give us plenty
ef time to get the bunch together.”

*Rights. And, Jimmie, thanks
again for the way you let me into
& tidy little fortupe. Look your
prettiest Mrs  Millionalre-to-Be.

“is

. The old blue robe's yours for the

taking—and If you don't want to
think of it gs a present, why, just
reflect that Jimmie's pald for it
about a thousand times over today!
Bes you later, folka™

And Tom Mason took his de-
parture.

“Now to call Jeanie,” chuckled

Jim, In great glee. “Jingo!—when
1 tell her that Jimmie-boy's rich
won't the dear old girl be tickled
silly?™

Then the phone absorbed Jim. 1
went over to the window and began
iwisting one of the apricot =silk
curtains into a little rope, letting
it awing free again. Jim's wvoice
rumbled on-—now persunading, now
ejaculating, now exulting. now
chuckiing. I heard him give num-
ber after number—heard, but didn’t
attend.

Suddenly he turned from the tele-
phone for a second.

“Better get after that blue thing-
umajig, girlie, and whip it inlo
shape. Every one's accepting.
breaking dates and everything to
come. I had to chase Jeanie all over
town, but I got her at last. Launch-
ing with Sheldon at Carlier's—
lunching at four—Shelly's got it
bad! Now run along and get ready
to be the beauty of your own party.
Go to it, Anne!”

The Duplicate KHeysn,

Dully 1 went over to the carved
chest and lifted the iid. There layv
the robe of shot siik—winking up
at me in a malicious glitter of blue

and green and =ilver. It seemed 10
Say:

“Well, I've conquered at last—
you have 1o wear me.”

I lifted it in my arms—and as [
did so, the jeweled girdle caught
and held. T gave a little jerk—and
something clicked: Then smoolhly

A Story of
Early Wedded Life

and evenly, as if T had performed 2
magic rite, the false bottom aslid
up, and the secret compartment of
the chest lay open. | had uncon-
sciously manipulated the spring.
And the bottom of the chest I |
=AW the keys—the duplicate keys
that Tom Mason had flung there
after the night he used them to ef-
fect an entranca to our apartment.

A picture of Evvy twirling those
keys on her finger and smiling
Enowingly came to me.

I flung the dress into the secret
compartment and banged the se-
cret jid down over it. I had no
idea how to open it again. I
couldn't wear the blue robe now
if 1 would!

I cried, trving to Keep the exulla-
tion out of my voice; *“Jim—I
can’t wear that blue robe. It's
down in the bottom of the chest—
in the secret part—and [ can’t
work the spring that opens L

Jim didn't answer—but a mo-
ment later he called an abrupt
“good-by.” hung up the receiver

on

and hurried over to fumble with
the chest. -1t didn't yield. After
five minutes he straightened up

with crimson face.
“I believe you did it purposely!"
“I did!" 1 confessed quietly,

“Indeed? And now may I ques-
tion what extremely clever thing
vou plan to do next? That dinner

of mine happens to be a full-dress
affair. What are you going to do
about it

(To Be Continued.)

Why Children Do Not Sing

TEACHING IS FAR TOO MECHANICAL

warb-

among
in

By Dr. William McKeever,
One of the Nation's Besti-Known
Soclological Writers,

HILDREN are natural
C jers, Scarcely one

them but joins happily

any musical chorus
song of true child life and spirit
is sung. 1 have never known of
a2 non-singing child in any Kkinder-
garten school.

But, go into the gixth, seventh,
or eighth grades, or even the high
school, and what do you find?
Never more than half of them sing-
ing; sometimes one-fourth, and the
others sitting outside of the game
laughing at the singera.

What is the matter? T will tell
you. The music is spoiled by the
teachers and the dull textbooks on
music. What ought to be a joy-
ous expression of feeling, a happy
outburst of the song in the goul,
is reduced to a hard grind of get-
ting a le=mson. Mechanicalism in the
music class room is the destroyer
of the fine element of music in the
life of many a promising young
aweet pginger.

The finer the art the harder {t
is to force it out of the Jife of &
child as a mere “recitation.” You
must coax it out. Children =should
never be taught a line of note read-
ing or any of the other machanics
of the musical art till they have
learned to sing *“by ear:” that is,
by imitation of the tones and the
song &8 they hear others voicing
them, and by intonating their
voices to harmonize and blend with
the others.

Thus from twenty to fifty good,
happy, inspiring songs should be
taught to the children with never

whenever a-

a word about mechanics. Children
miust learn to love wvocal music
through actual singing, and must
be brought to the point of enthu-
giatlic Gesire {0 know more about
thi=z fine art. Then, you may in-
troduca some of your do-ra-me,
la-si-s0] stulff,

I find that not a few boys are
actually indifferent during the sing-
ing exercise in their classroom.
They whisper, make fun of the sing-
ers, turn the lesson into a joke, and
spend the period lh an attitude of

disrespect for the exercise and of
opposition to the authority of the
teacher. ~

Choruse singing Is a great civiliz-
ing Iinfluence. There are men like
Homer Rodaheaver, who can actual-
lv sing people into a confession of
their sins and a self-correction of
their faults, I wish every teacher
of gchoolroom szinging would go to

school to Rodaheaver. He teaches
no technique. He gings from the
heart. appeals to the heart and

sympathy of the audience, praises
their effort, introduces songs that
thrill the soul with love and ten-
derness., Nobody can resist such a
magic influence.

Pity the teacher who kills a fine
art by reducing it to a mechanical
plane.

Discretion the Better Part.

Two soldiers, one an American
and the other an Irishman, were
talking about thelr battle experi-
ences, “Mick,” said the Yankee,
“were you al the battle of Bull
Run?" “T was" said the Mick.
“Did you run, teo?™ *“I did,” said
Misk, “and the man that did not run
is there yel!™

Poor Ma Spends Her Life Picking Up Things After People and Never Gets Any Credit l
|

By FONTAINE FOX.

’—

Aw! Gge! mMal

WY DIDJA HAFTA GO

PICK UP MY HAT !
{ HAD A

JUNE BUG
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At Home with Famous Stars

Here Are Geraldine Farrar, the Prima Donna, and
Lou Tellegen, Her Accomplished Husband,
at Their New York Fireside

T o b SIS R, ¢

Thoto by Underwood & Underwood,
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What Causes
Fainting

By Brice Belden, M. D.

! FAINT Is a state of suspend-

ed animation assorciated with
a lessening of the blood sup-
ply the brain. and atiended by
unconsciousness, sudden en.

of lhe

to
due 1o
fecblement of the

heart.

action

be by ox

pain,

caw od

sment,

Fainting may
cessive emotional cxd
Indigestion, exhaustion, vitiated air,
hemorrhage, and heart affections nf
either organic or functional charac
ter Mambers of cortain families
predisposed to  faint
bBut nally vietims

well meant

Arem

eas]]Yy,
of
SUERTELION

very
they are u
but demoralizing

and of exampl

Unconsciousnes: may last {rom a
few soconds to half in hour or
maore Iuring this stage the pulse
I8 very weak and the respirations
shallow Sometimes the breathing

seems almost Lo ceasy
Fainting is a f

candition of common

occurrence and is urually not of
SEricus impor! It must be dix
tinguished from shock, in which the
paticnt miore or less conxeinus
and has bein subjected 1o some in
jury

In treating =« person who has
fainted, place In @ recumbent posi
tion with the head low If expedi-
ent, place the patient in surh a P
Sition that the hesd aill be lower
than the body, as thi=s will fuvor the

flow of blood inte the brain, which
185 termporarily anemile, Lonsen tight

Earments and insure 4 supply of
fresh air

It i8 not usually neeessary 1o am-
ploy ammonia inhalations, but if
nature doex nat npromplly assert
hersell after (he application of (he
sl mMeasure supgcested. such
inhatations may be administered by
morstining & handkervhief with am-
monia and holding neur the faee
If held too vlos mah rritate the
alr passazes or the skin of the face,
The zreatest care muls alsa be
taken 1o avold dropping any in thé
eyes of the pationt,

Friction may bs applied to the
limbs and alcoholi¢c solutfons may
be employed with wlich to bathe
the head and face, but water should
not be dashed in the face nor ather
rough methods praeticed

In prolonzed or otherwise serigpus
faints the injection of stimulants
may beé required on the part of the
physician. cspecially in those cases
associnted with heart disease, \
mustard plaster over the heart and
Rrtificial respiration are other
megsures sometimes resorted 1o

When the patient has been re-
stored he should rest until the heart

2cetion and virculation are normal.
A Triend of Lord Raossbhery gnee
asked him, “What is memory >
“Memory,” l.ovd Hoseher re-
plird, “memory |5 the feeling that
tteals aver us when we iisten to
our friends’ original stories!"
[

Advice to ;che

Lovelorn

““She Who Will Not When
She May."

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

Although 1 have never written
¥ou abaout my personal probleoas |
have derived much benefit from the nd-
advice you have given others, and |
hope you will help me in a perplexinge
mtuntion I am ninelee«n, syl al-
though [ have meny men frionds i
have bern interested In oniy on Heing
L ittty coquetiish, | discoaraged hin
adlvanves I cm certaln he ohce cared
A great deal for me, but of late he has
neglected me, and 1 have not heard

from him in two wesks He i in a pao-
sition 1o marry, and, in fact, breached

the subjiect to me maors than onoe, but
I slways ridiculed the (dea, and now 1
find | reclly love him I vou adejse

privde pn«d try 1o maks
up with him, | shall follow your
viee EVELYN

I think it would bhe well to “pocket

me o pockel Iy

syour pride” and try and make up
with the voungz man whose atten-
tions vou ridiculed before you real-
lzed the depth of your Jlecling fo:
him. Girls often act in the wa)
vou describe, and realize when too
late the mistake they have made
By all means, try and make up, and

Ltite best of luck to you

- ¥

A Soldier's Sweetheart.
DEAR MISS FAIRFAN

I was wounded in Frunce and sent
home a8 a castal i arriving in
camp [ met an old Iriend who told me
my swesiheart W“was EoiIng with a
placker whom [ o not like
ing her on the phone, |
true, amd that she does nel
ADV mMOT I think 1 shall ga back
into the army, but | hute ta leave
for 1 love her Fleasye adyise me
tov e ]
swoeelheart

what
I. N

I am that
shows= such poor taste as lo pre for
A slacrker to 1 man who has been
waunded in the service of hia coun-
tryv and the worid 1{ she has really

sSOTrrs your

coasid 1o care for you, | think in
time vou will grow to regard thiz as
a providential defiverance, bevause
a fNiekle sweethenrt muakes a lickie
wife, and sow my dear =pldier hoy
are deserving of better things. “Why
not make one lagl effort to (alk
things over withh her before decid-
ing on yvour courze of action, and f

YOu Rre sonvineed she s i Kl Iry
and forget your unfortunate experi-
fnee

Wilfully Ignorant.

A mative »f Boston was showing
A 1
a Rritish wvisitor t

he sights of the

rity. As they were driving past
Bunker Hill Monument. not wish
ing to make® any pointed reference
to the ald feud, the Boston gentle-
man merely indicated the monu-
ment with his thumb and said
“Bunker HIiIL"” The Englishman
lonked at the hill intentls “Who
was Mr. Bunker, and what did he
do to the hill?" he neked “Yor
don’t understand.” saud the Doston-
tan. “This s where Warren fell’
The Englishman looked at the fop
of the towering shaft I lledd
him, «f course?” he smd inguir-
ingly.

Puss in B(ﬂ)
oy,

By David Coryd. h

(¥ 1 ONCE upon a time,” J n
O Puss Junior, seating him-
beside Mrs. Peler-

came to a very
hous=e. It wils

self
Pumpkin-Eater, “I
funny =ort of a
ulmost as queer as the one which
I'eter is making out of younder
pumkin, the only difference being
that this house was made out of an

old shoe, and wa= crowded full of
children, while yours, Mrs. Peler,
will hold only you!"

“SWell, if Peter doecsn't make it
large enough for two,” replied litte
Mr=. Peter, she'll find 111 fily away
from the pumpkin cage. I'm not a
canary

“The Shoe House T was just tell-
ing you about,” continued Puas
Junior, "was owned by the Old
Woman Who Lived in a Shoe. and
she had s« many children she didn't
wlat to do Why the shoe
actually pinched, it was so crowded,
and by the time the Old Woman got
the lust child to bed it was time
to take up the first one for break-

k now

Fi=t

“Then there must
child always in hed,”
Thumb, with a4 laugh

have been one
said little Tom

“I don't remember exactly,” =aid
Puss Junior, reflectively, “vou see,
It was some years ago, and Ii've
had so many adventures since then

that my recollection is a little hazy
At any rate, I do remember playing
tag with the +“hildren, and there
were 20 many of *hem that after
a while 1 had 1o eclimb a trea Lo
avold Dbeing #qguéazed nearly to
deaxth. By and by they promised to
let me alone. so 1 came down, and
then the Old Womman brought out
some very nilce broth and we ail
had a feast

Just then Peter catled outl. “Come
Jover and see what 've done” So
Mr= 1'oter. with Twes and Tom,

went over 1o the pumpkin It ¢cer-
thinly looked as though Peler knew
something about hullding a house
He had hollowed out the inside of
the pumpkin into four very niee
rocoma and had made a liitle stair-

way leading up to the second floor
It was, In fact, just llke any small
hous«. only that it w.as mad=e out of
pumpkin instead of hoards

'erhaps it was all the prettier
for this very reason, for the yeilow
color of the pumpkin made a pretty

tint ftor the walls and ceiling, and
alzo for the fMloors—they could be

covered with a carpet if Peter ever
earned fnough money ta pay for it
“All 1 need now s a chimney,”
said T'eter, *‘and then Mrs. DPeter
van choose the furniture and other
tungsal™ And in the next slory you
shall hear what appeed after that

tCopyrigl, 1919, David Corey.)

(To Be Continued )

When clothes, Aan

nmto sllces, In

h.'ll'-n;; |I'.‘|-"'
unpecled lemon, ous
the copper with the lothes 1o bal,
This w.il removs and

mihe clothes beautifully white,

all  stains

L
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“The Dark Star”

By ROBERT W. CHAMBERS

Neeland and Captain Sengoun Flirt

With Fifi and Nini, Who Startle
Them With Intimate Faects.

“You brought the Yellow Dewil
into Europe. M'siey Nilah®' Erlik,
the Yellow Demon. When he travels
there is unrest. Where he resis
there is war'!™

“Youre very clever,” retorted
Neeland, quite out of countenance.

“Yes, we are,” sald Fif, with her
quick smile. "And who but M'sieu
Nilan should admit it™™

“Very clever,” repeated NeelanAd,
#till amazed and profoundiy uneasy.
“But this Yellow Devil vou say [
brought into Europe must have
been resting in America, then. And,
if mo, why is there no war there?"

“There would have been—with
Mexico. You brought the TYellow
Devil here, but just in time!™

“All right. Grant that, then. Bul
—perhaps he was a long time resi-
ing in America. What about that,
pretty gipsy™

The girl shrugged again:

Feought Many Wars.

“Is your memory so poor, M'sieur
Nilan? What has your couniry
done but fight since Erlik rested
among your people? You fought in
Samoa: in Hawali: your warships
went to Chile. to Brasil, to San Do-
mingo; the blood of your soldlera
and sailors was shed in Ha:ti, In
Cuba, in the Philippines, ip China"—

“Good Lord!" exclaimed Neeland.
“That girl 'is dead right!™

Sengoun.threw back his handsome
head and laughed without restraint;
and the gipsies laughed, too, their
beautiful eyes an dteeth flashing
under their black cascades of un-
bound hair.

“Show me your palms.” sald Nin!,
and drew Sengoun’'s and Neeland's
hands across the table, holding them
in both of hers,

“See.'”” she added,
with her shoulder, “both of them
born under the Dark Star! It is
war they shall live to see—war!™

“Under the Dark Star. Erlik,” re-
peated the other girl, looking close-
ly into the two palms, “and there ia
war there!™

“And death?™ Inquired Sengoun
gaily. “I don't care, If T can lead
a satnia up Achi-Baba and twist
the gullet of the Padisha before 1
say Fifi—Ninl!"

The pgipsies searched his paim
with intent and brilliant gaszse.

"Zut!” =maid Fif. “Je ne vols
rien que d'I'amour et la querre aux
dames!™

“T"en fals pas!” laughed Sengoun.
“I ask mno further favor of For-
tune; I'll manage my regiment my-
self. And, listen to me, Fifi,” he
added with a frightful frown, “if
the wag you predict doesn’'t arrive,
I'l come back and beat you as
though«you were married to a
Turk!y, .

While they still explored his palm,
whisperiag together at intervals,
Sengoun caught the chorus of the
air which the orchesira was play-
ing, and sang it lustily and with
tensa pleasure to himseif.

Knew All His Affalrs.
! Neeland, unquiet to discover how
much these casual strangers knew
about his own and intimate affairs,
had become silent and almost glum.

But the slight gloom which in-
vaded him came from resentment
toward those people who had fol-
lowed him from Brookhollow to
Paris, and who, in the very mo-
ment of victory, had snatched that
satisfaction from him.

He thought of Keatner and of
Breslau—of Scheherazade, and the
terrible episode in her stateroom.

nudging FiA

Except that he had seized the
box in the Erookhollow house,
there was nothing in his subge-

conduct on which he could
plume himself. He could not con-
gratulate himself on his wisdom;
sheer luck had carried him through
aa far as the rue Saleil A"Or—mere
chance, and that capricious fortune
which sometimes CONVOYE the
stupid, fatuous, and astigmatie.
Then he thought of Rue Carew.
And, in his bosom, an intense de-
sire to distinguish himself began
to burn
If there were any way on earth
trace that accursed box——
He turned abruptly and looked
At the two gypsiex, who had re-
linquished Sangoun’'s hand and who
were still conversing together in
low tones while Sangoun beat time
on the jingling table too and sang
joyousiy at the top of his baritone
VOoice

quent

to

“Eh, zoum—zoum—zoum!
Boum—boum—Dboum!'
Here's to the the Artillery
Gaily riding by!
Fetch me a distillery.
Let me drink it dry
F1il me full of sillery!
Here's to the artillery!
Joum—zoum—asaoum:’
Boum—boum—boum!

iR
“Msieud”

“You're =0 cirver!
Pevili now?”

Where is that

Yeliow
On Way io Rerlin.
“Fouf!” glggled Fif “On its way
to Berlin., pardie!”

“That's e¢asy to Tell
somothing else more expensive.”

Nini said. surprised:

“What we know s free to Frinee
Erlik's friend DMd you think we
sell to Russjans?”

“l don't know anything about you
where you get your informa-
tion.” maid Neeland “I supposo
vou're In the gecret service of the
Russian government."”
“Mon amli, Nilan,” said Fifl,

fay me

or

smil-

ing. "we should feel lonely outside
the secret service Few in Europe
are outgide—few in the world,

fewer in the half-world. As for us
Tzigancs, who belong to neither, the
business of everybody hecomes our
recret 1o seil for a silver plece—
but not to Russians in the moment
of peril! ®= * * Nor te their com-
rades. * * * What do vou desire
to know, comrade?”

“Anything.” he said simply. “that
might help me to regain what |
have lo=t."™

And what do you

suppose!” ex-

-

claimed Fifi, opening her magnifi-
cent black eyes very wilsa “Did
You imagine that nobody wasgaying
Any attention to what happemed In
the ru Solell d'Or this noon™le

Nini laughed.

“The words flew as fast as the
robber's taxicab. How many thoy-
:-‘and sécret friends to the Triple
Entente d» vou supp e Knew of it
half an hui: after 1t happened ?
From the T[Iruo:adero to Montpar-
nasse, from the Psin: du Jour te
Charenton. from the Bols to the -
evre, the ward flew. Every taxicad
omnibus, sapin, every batean-
mouche, every (rain that ief: any
terminal was watched.

“Five embassies and legations
were instantly under’ redovbied sur-
veillance: hundreds of cafes bara,
restaurants, hotels: all the thea-
ters, gardens, cabarets, brasscrica

“Your pigs of Apaches ar¢ mo:
neglected, va! But. to my idea,
they got out of Paris before we
walchers knew of the affair at all
—in an automobile, perhaps—per-
hs'ps— perhaps by rail. God knows™
said the girl, looking absently at
the dancing which had begun again,
“But if we ever lay vur eyes on
Minna Minti, we wear toys m our
garters which will certainly per-
suade her to take a little stroil
with ua™

After a silepce, Neeland said-

“Is Minna Minti then s0 wsll
known ™"

“Not at the Opera Conigue.’ pe-
plied Fifi with a shrug, “but since
then.” '

“An artiste, that woman'" added
Nini. *“Why deny it? It abpears
that she has (wisted more than one
red button out of a broadeloth
coat"™

“She’lli get the Seraglio medal for
this day's work.” sald FIfL

“Or the croix-de-fer,” added Nini
“Ah, zut! She annoys ma

“Did you ever hear of a place
called the Cafe des Buigars™ ask-
ed Neeland, carelessly.

“Yes'™

“What sort of place is 1™

“Like any other.™

“Quite respectable™ .

“Perfectly,” sald Ninl, smiling.
“One drinks good beer there™

“Munich beer,” added Fifi.

“Then it s watched? asked Nee-
land.

“All German cafes are watched
Otherwise, It is not suspected.”

fengoun, who had been listening,
shook his head. “There's nothing
to interest us at the Cafe des Bul-
gars,” he said. Then he summon-
ed a waiter and pointed tragically
al the ampty goblets,

CHAPTER XXI.
The Cafe Des Bulgars.

Their adieux to Fii and Ninal
were elaborate and complicated by
bursts of laughter. The Tziganes
recommended Captain Bengoun te
go home and seek further adven-
tures on his pillow, and had it not
been for the gay babble of {he foun-
tain and the persistent parfume of
flowers. he might bhaye followed
their advice, -

It was after the twd yodag men
had left the Jardin Russe that Cap-
tain Sengoun postively but affec
tionately refused to relinquish pos-
session of Neeland's arm.

“"Dear friend,” he explained, *“1
am just waking up and I do not
wish to go to bed for days and

days.”

“But I do,” returned Neeland
lavghing “Where do you want to
g0 now. Prince Erlik ™

The champagne was singing
loudly in the (Cossack’s handsome

head: the distant brilliancy beyond
the Place de la Concorde riveted his
roving eyes,

“Over there.” he said,
“Listen, old fellow,
the skating

joyously
I'll teach vyou
slep as we cross the
FPlace! Then, in the first Bal, you
shall try it on the fairest form
since Helen feil and Troy burned

or Troy fell and Helen burned
it's all the same, old fellow—what
you call fAfty-fifty, eh”™”

Neeland tried to free
to excuse himself: two policemen
laughed; but Sengoun. linking his
arm more firmly in Neeland's.
crossed the Place in a serles of
Dutch rolls and outer edges, in
which Neeland was compelled to
join. The Russian was as light and
graceful on his feet as one of the
dancers of his own country; Nee-
land’s knowledge of skating alded
his own less agile steps. There was
sympathetic applause from passing
taxls and flacres, and they might.
aparentiy, have had any number of
fair partners for the asking, along
the way, except for Sengoun’'s head-
lnng dive toward the hrl;‘htest of
the boulevard lights bavond.

his arm—

A Show eof Dignity.
the Royal, however, Sen-
desisted with sudden acceas
remarking that such
gambol« not worthy of the
traditions of his embassy;
and he attempted to bribe the driv-
erg of a couple of hansom cabs ts
permit him and his comrade to take

In rue
REoun
of dignity,
were

heat

the reins and race 1o tha Arc de
Triomphe
Failing in this, he became pro-

fusely autobiographical, informing
Neeland of his birth, education,
aims, aspirations

*When 1 was twelve,” he sald, 1

had known already
of the

the happineas
battle-sh «ck aga‘nst Kurd,
Mongel, and Tarta~ At wighteen
my ambition 4s to slap the facea
of three human monsters [ told
everybody that 1 was making ar-
rangements to do this. and | start-
e¢d for Brusa aftéer my fArst mon-
ster— Fehlm Effendl—but the Vali
telegrapher to the Uran Vigler, and
the Crand Vizier ran to Abdul the
Damned, and Abdul velled for Sir
Nicholas O'Connor, and they caught
me in the Pera Palace and handed
me over to my embassy.”

Neeland shouted wtih laughter:

“Whn were the other monstera™
he asked

(TO BE CONTINUVED MONDAY.)




